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absolutely nothing!" And she showed Sweeper the open palms of her outstretched hands to illustrate how empty her larder was.
"Why should ^ you*worry, Madame Bronisla\ar Sweeper jested. "YouTi have a well-deserved vacation from cooking."
"You re always plong, Lieutenant This is nothing to joke about. Jokes don't sit well on an empty stomach."
"Well, it won't hurt us a bit 'Doctor* Anen claims it actually does one good not to burden the liver and stomach. She is at the moment writing an illuminating treatise on the subject"
He would have gone on and on, but I boxed his ears to bring him back to reality.
'"What shall we do?" I asked anxiously. "The boys must eat something. Madame Bromslava is right, Sweeper This is no time for jolang."
Sweeper was whistling between his teeth, and I knew he had something up his sleeve*
"What is it, Napoleon?" I asked.
"A sheep," he whispered mysteriously "Well get it around midnight/*
There was something irregular about the proposition and I recognized that fact immediately by the inflection in Sweepers voice.
"Something smells,** I observed.
"Sheep, no doubt,** Andrew chimed in, turning up unexpectedly, as was his custom, particularly in Bratislava's kitchen. They always do, you fcaow.*
^Sweeper,9* I said severely, "you do remember that the Command strictly forbade us to requisition food, don't you? The order specifies the only ones who have a right to cany out this sort of requisition: Quote, Hie representative of the Quartermaster or the Security Corps, if it is deemed that the supplies of food osc any other articles of first need are found in excessive quantity in private